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N the county of Norfolk, there lives, as we do hear, 


r A man poſſeſs'd of ninety pounds a year: 
e had a daughter beautiful and bright, 
In whom he took a very great delight. 


There was a gift that did to her belong, 
There was not found in either Old or Young. 
Whilſt others take delight in pomp and pride, 
In reading of God's word ſhe was employ'd. 


One day, as ſhe ſat reading of her book, 
Her aged mother, with a modeſt look, 
With gravity, ſaid, Daughter, will you go 
Abroad to take the at? the anſwer' d, No. 


Oh! honour'd mother, if you know right well 
Ho long to ſtay on earth, no tongue can tell: 
The race is long that | am ſet to run, 


To gain the prize in time I have begun. 


I wonder what ſuch ſort of children think 


To grieve their parents, and to damn and ſink. 
I do believe that for this thing _ rue, 


And when death. calls, God's work will be to do, 


I'm apt to think ſuck ſinners great and ſmall, 


When death appears, to trembling they will fall. 
As | have aiſoul, great care of it Ill have, 


There's no repentance in the filent grave. 


Time has run on, ever lince I have been born, 
There's. nothing like ſetting out in.the-morn, 


To labour truly whilſt the dar gives light, : 
And when God's work is dove. then welcome night. 


This was the life this female led at laſt, 
When on a bed of ſickneſs ſhe was caſt. 
To the theughts of men her breath was reſign'd, 
And ſhe ſaw death, and ſo muſt all mankind. 


Three days and nights ſhe in a lumber lay, 
Deſigned for the grave on the fourth day: 
All in the night, her parents being in bed, 
The hopeful child which they thought was dead, 


With many groans and outward diſmal cries, 
Which put her parents into great ſurpriſe, 
Her aged father he did then rejoice, g 
Saying, dear wife, 1 hear my dacling's voice. 
The diſmal found then did his ſoul revive, 
With that he roſe, and found his child alive, 
The child that in a ſlumber late had been, 
Cryed, alas! what wonders have I ſeen! 


My ſpirit has been wandering up and down. 
I ſaw a man that had a golden crown 


Plac'd on his head. He ſaid, Go with me, 


And I ſhall ſhow.ftrange wonders unto thee, 


As thre” a latge field with him I came, 
Out of this place I ſaw both (moak and flame, 
He ſaid to me this is the gulph of woe 

To which great ſtore of wicked ſinners go, 


For ſatisfaction in I caſt an eye, 
And ſaw great ſtore of fouls in miſery : 
There was a lad for killing of his brother, 
Another was for curſing of his mother, 


And many more that us'd to curſe and ſwear, 
Were hung up by their tongtes in torment there, 
This place it made my very heart to ake, 

Then the angel hold of my hand did take. 


And to another place with him I went, 
Which pleas'd my ſoul, and fill'd me with content. 
The glory of this place it was fo rare, 

No fleſh no mortal here could then declare. 


I ſaw a company all ſitting down, 
Upon each head there was a rich crown : 
And as they fat, melodiouſly did fing, 
Sweet hallelujah's to our Lord and King. 


I ſaid unto my guide, Pray tell to me, 


What glorious ſongſters theſe are that crowned be. 


His anſwer was, Angels and ſaints are them, 
This place is call'd the New Jeruſalem, 


There's a ſeat ſtanding empty, now: behold, 
And over it hangs a crown ot ſhining gold, 
For honouring Gud and parents you ſball ſee, 


That Crown of ſhining gold ſhall be for thee, 


Hearing this, her aged father ſmil'd, 
Thinking to enjoy this hopeful child. 
A few days after, as we underſtand, 
The ſecond courſe of ſorrow is at hand, 


Before three days and nights were expir'd, 
This hopeful child, whom they ſo admit'd, 
Said, Dear parents, now I muſt leave you, 
My glaſs 1s done, for evermore adieu. 


To mourn for me, alas! it is in vain, 
For your great loſs is my eternal gain; 


You know my peace with God was made before, 
I muſt go hence, and never be ſeen more. 


I would have you all take ſuch care as 1 
Have done of my ſoul, for you muſt die. 
If you do ſo, you recompenc'd will be 
With heavenly glory to eternity. 


And hearing this, her aged parents ery'd, 
The hopefulleſt child that cer — _—_ dead: 
She's gone to reſt, we cannot chuſe but mourn, 
Tho. our loſs will be her eternal gain. 


